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TEXTS 


Proses lyriques (texts by Claude Achille Debussy) Debussy 

De reve (Of the Dream) 

The night has the softness of a woman, and the old trees, under the golden moon, dream! 
Of the one who has just passed, her head in pearls, heart-broken, forever heart-broken, 
For they were unable to wave her away... 

All of them - they have all passed by: The Frail Ones, The Mad Ones, 

Sowing their laughter about the thinning green and the enticing caress of their 
Flowering hips to the rustling breeze. 

Alas! Nothing remains of this but a white shiver... 

The old trees beneath the golden moon weep their beautiful golden leaves! 

No one evermore will dedicate to them the boldness of the golden helms 
Now tarnished, forever tarnished: 

The knights have died on the road to the Grail! 

The night has the softness of a woman, 

Hands seem to brush against the soul, 

Hands so mad, so frail, from the days when the swords sang for them! 

Strange sighs rise from beneath the trees: 

My soul is an ancient dream that embraces you! 

De greve (Of the Strand) 

Twilight falls on the sea, frayed white silk. 

The waves are like silly little girls chattering upon leaving school, 

As their dresses swirl around, iridescent green silk! 

The clouds, somber travelers, plot their next storm, 

And it is truly too serious a backdrop for this English watercolor. 

The waves, the little waves do not know what to do, 

For here is the wicked downpour, the swishing of scattering skirts, 

Frantic green silk! 

But the moon, indulgent to all, comes to calm this gray conflict 
And slowly caresses its little friends who offer themselves, 

Amorous lips, to this white kiss. 

Then, nothing more... 

Nothing but the tardy bells of the floating churches, 

The Angelus of the waves, calmed white silk! 

De fleurs (Of the Flowers) 

In the desolately green ennui of the greenhouse of sorrow, 

The flowers entwine their evil stalks around my heart. 

Ah! When will they return, about my head, the dear hands to tenderly untangle? 

The mighty violet irises odiously violated your eyes by seeming to reflect them, 

They who were the waters of dream into which my dreams dripped ever so gently, 
Enclosed in their color; 

And the lilies, white sprays of water embalmed pistils, have lost their white grace 
And are nothing more than poor invalids without sun! 

Sun! Friend of evil flowers, killer of dreams: killer of illusions, 

This sacred bread of wretched souls! 

Come! Come! Saving hands! 

Break the glass of lies, break the glass of malefice, 


My heart (lies from too much sun! 

Mirages! Nevermore will bloom the joy of my eyes, 

And my hands are weary of praying, my eyes are weary of weeping! 
Eternally, this mad noise of the black petals of ennui falling, 

Drop by drop on my head, 

In the green of the greenhouse of sorrow! 

De soir (Of the Night) 

Sunday in the cities, Sunday in the hearts! 

Sunday for the little girls singing in unformed voices 

Obstinate roundelays in which solid towers have only a few days left! 

On Sundays the stations are mad! 

Everyone is setting out for the suburbs of adventure 
By bidding farewell with frantic gestures! 

On Sundays the trains speed by, devoured by insatiable tunnels; 

And the fine signals on the roads exchange with their single eye 
Impressions that are totally mechanical. 

On Sundays, in the blueness of my dreams, 

Where my sad thoughts of missed fireworks no longer want to abandon 
The mourning of old, departed Sundays. 

And the night, with velvet tread comes to put to sleep 

The beautiful weary sky, and it is Sunday in the avenues of the stars; 

The Virgin, gold on silver, casts down the flowers of sleep! 

Quickly, little angels, fly past the swallows so that you can sleep 
With the blessing of absolution! 

Take pity on the cities, take pity on the hearts, 

You, the Virgin, gold on silver! 

Sieben friihe Lieder (Seven Early Songs) 

Nacht (Night) (Hauptmann) 

The clouds grow dark over night and vale, mist hovers, water gently murmurs. 
O beware! Beware! 

A vast wonderland opens up. 

Silver mountains, deliriously large, thrust upwards, 

Still paths of silvery light lead down the valley from the hidden castle; 

And the noble world is so marvelously pure. 

A mute beech tree stands by the way, shadow-black; 

From the distant grove a breath ripples softly in its loneliness. 

And from the deep valley’s gloom, lights flash in the silent night. 

Drink, soul! Drink, solitude! 

O beware! Beware! 

Schilflied (Reed Song) (Lenau) 

On a secret forest path in the evening light 

I love to roam about the dismal reedy shore and think of you, maiden! 

When the bushes grow dark, and the reeds rustle mysteriously; 

Such is their lament, their whisper, that I must weep. 

And I feel, I hear the sound of your voice wafting gently, 

And, sinking into the pond, your sweet singing. 


Berg 



Die Nachtigall (The Nightingale) (Storm) 

It was because the nightingale sang all through the night 
That from its sweet sound, echoing and re-echoing, 

The roses burst into bloom. 

She used to be a wild one, now she is lost in thought; 

Carries her summer hat in her hand and quietly bears the torrid heat, 
Not knowing what to do next. 

Traumgekront (Crowned with a Dream) (Rilke) 

That was the day of white chrysanthemums, 

Its splendor nearly made me tremble... 

And then you came to take my soul from me 
Deep in the night. 

How I trembled, yet you came sweetly, softly, 

I had just been dreaming of you. 

You came, and as softly as a fairy-tale melody, 

The night resounded. 

Im Zimmer (In the Room) (Schlaf) 

Autumn sunshine. 

The fair evening looks quietly inside. 

A little red fire blazes and crackles in the hearth. 

Thus, with my head on your knees, 

Thus I am content. 

When my eyes look into yours, 

How gently the minutes pass. 

Liebesode (Love Ode) (Hartleben) 

In the arms of love, blissfully we fell asleep, 

While the summer wind watched at the open window 
And carried the peace of our breaths 
Out into the brightly moonlit night. 

And from the garden shyly rose 
A scent of roses to our love bed 
And gave us wonderful dreams, 

Dreams of ecstasy, so rich in longing. 

Sommertage (Summer Days) (Hohenberg) 

Days now travel through the world, sent forth from blue eternity, 
Time dispersed by the summer wind. 

The Lord at night now twines star-crowns with blessed hand, 

Above wander - and wonderland. 

O heart, in these days, what can your brightest wanderer’s song 
Then say of your very greatest pleasure: 

When the meadow sings, the heart is quiet, 

Words cease, where image upon image come to you 
And fill you completely. 


Dvorak 


Ciganske melodic (Gypsy Songs) (Heyduck) 

My song resounds of love when the old day is dying, 

And it is sowing its shadows and reaping collections of pearls. 

My song resounds with longing while my feet roam distant lands, 

My homeland is in the wilderness, my song stirs with nationalism. 

My song resounds loudly of love while unplanned storms hasten, 

I’m glad for the freedom, I no longer have a portion in the dying of a brother. 

II. 

Aj! Why is my triangle bell ringing so passionately 
As a gypsy song when death is imminent! 

The death of a gypsy brings an end to song, dance, love, and all concerns! 


III. 

The forest is quiet all around, only the heart is disturbing the peace. 

As if black smoke is flowing, tears flow down my cheeks, and so they dry. 
They need not dry, let other cheeks feel them. 

The one who can in sorrow sing will not die, 

But lives on and on. 


IV. 

When my old mother taught me to sing, strange that she often had tears in her eyes. 
And now I also weep when I teach gypsy children to play and sing. 


V. 

The string is taut, young man turn, spin, twirl! 

Today reach the heights, tomorrow down again at the holy table of the Nile. 


VI. 

Wide sleeves and wide trousers have more freedom than a robe of gold. 
The robe of gold constricts the chest, and the song within the body dies. 
He who is happy, his song blooms with wishes that the whole world 
Would lose its taste for gold! 

VII. 

Given a cage of pure gold, the gypsy would exchange it 
For the freedom of a nest of thorns, 

Just as the wild horse rushes to the wastelands, 

Seldom bridled and reigned in. 














